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- PENELOPE'S ELOPEMENT
s BY ROBERT C. V. MEYERS,

At five-and forty Penslope Budd was “simply
~ ouleagecus.” as her brother told her she was—
_ sod bafore that be had never had s oross word

Arrangewent— Copyrighted 1588, ]
e —

. for her. My aunt, wio was her confidant, told

~ ue that she Bad long been restless; in fact, ever
tince an old love affair Penelope bad once expe-
 yiemedd. It was not restiessness that made her
Jtrageous now, but that she was, at her age,
itively entagled in sn affair of the heart,
he sdoted the man; she might bave sdored
Caliban had that monster appreciated her poor
~ gentleness as this other did, and ss no man had
sver doo
“May be his ebon ringlets, his ivory-like teeth,
ssd his mournfal smile had something to do
- with :g' used to ssy, “though I dom't
'_‘.NOLM machine eovered with

~  Jecther, in which she bad had people for many
.+« years to inseribe themselves hers till death; this

‘wehicle sbe ealled an album, though the rest of

¢ . the world had various names for it

“Fon, it is very silly,” sald my sunt, *‘very.”
don’t understand,” Miss Penelope an-

“and Il leavd it with you 1o look

i -

;:mt!m!u!h first page a love verse
from the young of years before, she knew
© 18 was his, beeanas the sttached signature had

than ever hesause he had caused her grief and
been betrayed into uokindness—beara Joha de-
liberately eall Perey a thief. She saw it then—
and to think wh-t?mqy offered her, and what
the world bad given her! Could she, dared she
t+ll Jona of her prospective marriage now, after
that acousation of Perey?

She immediately made up her miod what re-
maised for her to do.

Ste went abroad and found Ferey; she told
him be mustelope with her, delay was dasger-
ogps

“Whay!" be demanded confusedly, “why?”

“Because I sbail nos truss myseif with Jobn
any longer—doun't ask me what be has said and
done, it was simply dreadful He—oh, he
suspects you!”

“Of what!”

“Don’t ask. Let it be to-morrow night--the
the elopement Jobn would preventit if be
knew, | am sure of that, for he accuses you—"

“Pevelope, nothing sheould hinder my ac-
ceding to your wishes, but that my remit-
tancap—"

He paused, evidently sxpecting ber to take up
the thread. She did not for some time. At last
she said gloomily: *Ng

:dl think 1 can take :l t::%mc:ilon-u for im-
medinte expenses,” and shudder

Take it indeed!

“Angel,” he cried. and kissed her. Penclope
rhuddered the more at the celestial appellation.
Shorlud made up her mind to rob Joha's fire-
proof.

“At aty rate.” she wailed to herself, “it will
only be asa wedding present to me.”

She turned to Percy and saw in bim a liguida-
tion of all ber indebtedness to John, of all the
old-times indebtedness to her and wrought upon
and excited her one aim wan for & possivle hap-
pviness that had eladed her long ago, for the loss
of which she bad never been compensated.

How the next day passed she never knew, ex-
cept that it was one continuous shoek

At last the vignt came, Jobkno Mﬂlﬂpﬁﬂg-
room, and Pevelope glided down to his office.
First Irt me impart it was further on her

and leit, despite his struggles and remon-
strances. Then the scissors fell from her hands,
and sitting there paralyzed she heard the op-
probrium be beaped upon her, while be put a
little whitening ecarefully over his face acd

bis elopement bundle and took from it
various articles with which he deftly altered
bis appearance, until there stood before ber an
aged, mombling fellow with a pair of unmis-
takable goggles hiding his eyes and & volume
of sermons tucked uoder his arm.

“You're my wife,” he said, dragging ber
down beside-him. *“8it down and have me read
to you Lay your head on my shoalder. If
you badge an inch or say a word it will be your
fault whatever happens. Quick! here eomes
the conductor. Here is my ticket,” and he
thrust it into her hand.

The conduetor found a loving old couple

“See, Mr. Smith,” he said to some one mﬂas
into she dim car beside bim, “‘only a bomely ol
man and bis wife. Though I don't remember
you, old gentleman; the cld lady goton a good
way back, bat—"

*‘Both on together,” quavered theold man.
"Nugey and L. Nanes, why don’t you give up
the tickews!”

Nance gave up the tickets, and the conductor
and his companion left the car.

After that it ssomed to tha old woman that
she was cognizant of nothing until the train
thundered ‘nto a station and stopped. The old
man seuttled off without a word. The old wom-
au struggied to bher feet and @ red out to
the platform, frantically asking when a train re-
turned to the village from which she bad come.
She was wld that there was pno train till the
morniog. Some kind ereature wilnessing ber
agony spoke of a Mr. Smith and a lawyer who
bad been searchine for a forger; they would go
her way in a carriage and would possibly give
her a lift. A lively man mentioned a freight
train which atarted in a little while earrying
some factory hands who bad been having a meet-
ing ic town.

That was the train the old woman scrambled

The Absence of Little Wesley.
Benoce littie Wulcym-:nmnhuma‘ll [T
st

strange nad i
Why, I miss bis yello' “Gran'pap!” as I'd miss the
whipperwill. ! :
And to I!amk I used to seold hia for is everlastin'
Whumi“::u'y rizviloct bima - uie best o' little
boys! :
 § wilhi:: hundred times a day ‘st he d come trompin'
And il the noise be ever made was twie'd as loud
ag'in!—
It 'ud seem like some soft music played on some fiae
instrument,
o' this loud lonesomeness, sence little
Wesley weat!
Of course, the clock don't tick no louder than it ust

to
Yit no:;:tf-y's times it 'pears like it u'd bu'st iteelf in

And let » rooster, sudden.like, crow som'ers clos't

around,
And seems ';'d. mighty nigh it it u'd lift me off the
ground!
And l:;un with all the cattle when they bawl around
Inthon:lo’urlynmh‘.w the dusk, and dew, and

stars,

When the veighbors' boys ‘st passes never stop, but
Just o

A-whist}in":indn' o' to theirse'v's--sence little Weeley's
gone!

And then, o' nights, wh ez mother's settin’ up uncom-

mon
bilin pears or somepin, and I set and smoke and

walt
Tel the dmoon’ through the winder don't look bigger'n
a
And u:iing"iup gittia’ stiller—stier —stiller all the
m
I've hlileh:i- myse'f a-wishin' like—as I clumb on the
clhear
To wind the elock, as I hev done fer more'n fifty
ar' —
A-wishin' ‘st the time hed come fer us to go to bed,

With our last prayers and our last tears, sence little
Wesley's dead!

~James Whitcomb Riley, in The Century.
———

READING FOR THE BABBATH.

———
Prayer.

I know not by what methods rare,
But this [ know God answers prayer.

1 know not when He sends the word
That tells us fervent prayer is hoard.

I know it cometh soon or iate:
Therefore, we need to pray and wait.

I know not if the sought

Wiil come in just the guise I thought.

I leave my prayers with Him al

Whmwmh'h-ﬁnwow:.
—Christian Register.

————— e
Sundey-School Lesson for May 13, 1888,
Tz Lorp's Burree.—Matt. xxvi, 17-30.
Golden Text—For even Christ passover sacri-
ficed for us.—1 Cor. v, 7. g .
Mon. —Matt. xxvi, 17-39.........The Lord's Su .
Tues.—Exod. xii, 1.27 The Passover.,
Wda-l %- xﬁ, 17"3‘.-..-.0-% w “m.
Thurs.—1 Cor. x, 1-24...........The cup of
- The Saviour's example.
s sses The new commandment,
The Saviour's intarceasion.
easily understand the great

Christian sscrament of the Lord’s Supper with-
out some koowledge of the old Passover feast
We find the germs of the one ia the other. The
Lerd, in celebrating the Passover supper with

His dissiples just before His death, used its
forms and language to introduce the Christian
feast, and ths beastiful symbolism of the
Paschal feast found its real meaning in the bod
and blood of “the Lamb of God that take
away the sio of the world." Our Lord, after
celebrating with His disciples their national
“fourth of July,” then draws out the spiritual
meaning of the lamb as about to be realized in
His own death for the deliverance of every sin-
per from the slavery of sin. This Christian rite
is to be celebrated in all ages, and so the cross
became the great symbol of our salvation.

the Moors Isaghed in » meckiogly mirthfal
manner. Whea, however, ao English photog
rapher turned his eamers upon a group of
seven Moornish soldiers the Orientals aross in
fear and slew him. Perhaps it would be well
10 arm the yesse's which this country sends o
Moorish waters with photographie outfita
i —

VICTIMS OF HEMP.

Not Those Who Stretoh It, but Those Who
Eat It and See Sirange Vislons
St. James Ganstte.

Speaking from perscnal knowledge, the writer
of this paper can assert that the first experiences
of s hemp eater are {far from ble. For
about an hour after taking a couple of spoonfuls
of the hemp no effiects whatever are evident.
Then, a feeling of ohilliness comes over ome, in-
ereasing toa sensation of severe ecold. Thea
the pulse rises; and, after takiog awhiffor two
at the parghile as it is passed around, the full
toxic effects of the powder are experienced.
The room seems to turn round; the people
near appear to rise to the eceiling; the pulse beats
with extreme rapidity, and the throbbing of the
beart becomes audible. The will remains un-
affected; but thinking becomes impossible,
for one cannot recollect anything—the ideas
seem to slip away. Io.apother ten minutes the
characteristic indications of bempeating avpear.
Every object around attaina a monstrous size.
Men and women seem of Brobdingnagian pro-
portions, the cusbions upon which one sits
seem fit for giants, sod any trifling obstacle in
the way wheu you attempt to walk appoars so
big that you fear to step over it. The room in
which von may be sitting seems to stretch be-
yond the rance of sight, and one fancies the
street outside is receding before one's very
eye. All sense of time is lost now, and when he
is spoken to, the hemp-eater fan there are
long and apparently senseless inter¥als between
the words. His own attempts at speech are
similarly marked, the syllables come siowly, la-
boriously, and minutes seem to elapse betwesa

=

HUMOR OF THE DAL

—— e .
Meeting the Word on Its Own Ground.
Tid-Bita J

Mr. Conningwell (who is doing & little shop-
piog for Mrs C. )—Whare's thej glove depard
ment, young mani

Floor-walker—Gent's!

Mr. Conningwell—No; lade's.

——— -

Getting Even. -
Puck. :
a oape-coat like

“Before 1 get that thin
cu've on.” said Mr. Mossbhack, oﬂﬂl‘
"'I‘II be found dead in a gotter.”
x“l think it u}:-mol{"}::r:‘ replied Mr.
orton, peacefully, ° < friends
bave told me you woald, soover or{::r.'
e

Keeping Up Appearances.
New York Sun.

“Now, Joho,” said a wife who was golog onn
journev, ““when you bid me good-bye ou the train,
you mustn't Jift your bat or kiss me.”

“Whay notl” ;

“Because people will thiok that you are nel
my busband.”

Disappointsd in Him.
The Epoch. e .

Miss Waldo (discussing books)—Your are
familiar with Dickens's works of eourse, M.
Wabash?

Mr. Wabash—Well—er—ne, I've never read
Diekecs, but [ beard bim locture vot long asge
in Chicago. I don't think mach of him.

Nearing His Destination.
New York Sun. .'

Passenger—Conductor, how far are we from
Kansas City!

Conduector—We'se there now, sir; just. passed
Eight-buodred-and-fiftieth strest.
ﬂi:mnp&—ﬂwmn will we got to the wta-

Conductor—It's about an hour's ride.

 Been erased, while the mignatures to all the

: * verses M W untouched; it shoecked
- .her that Mias eould bear to have

!noﬁ standiog up in a corner surrounded by
good-natured but bibulounsly facetious com-
pavions

She appeared to be fumbling at that pocket of
bers all way, and someone heard her groan,
;‘;}'m has my life been that 1 should care for
3

And theu the vil'age where the Budds lived
was reached, sad before aunyone could stop ber,
before the train had come to a staud-still, the
old woman had vaulted ount into the darkness
and disappeared.

Runniog, stumbling, falling, up and on again,
she reactied Penelope's home, was under Pene-
lope's window in the back of the house, her hand

-

Written for the Sunday Journal.
May.
Now are the days of perfect
When every gale is like a kiss—
A long, sweet, odorous caress.
When life is cne delicious dream,

-

—— e ——

He Realized It AIL
New York Bun.

“If you bad held yourself in check whea you
were young.” said a visitor to a Suate ecom-
viet, “you might now be a useful bonored
member of society.”

*Yes, sir,” sadly responded the nnfortunsis
man, “if 1 bad siways beld myself in check, [
wouldn's mow be held in stripa. Have you any
chewing tobacco aboui you.”

— e c—

Too Much M"m-

the begining and end of a word.

In this atage 1t is usual to partake of more
coffes, which changes the nature of the sensa-
tions. A whiff at the narghils that always ae-
companiea toe beverage, and the body seems to
rise into the air and float about, though, inex-
plicably enough, the feet keen firmly opressed to
the ground. Then one’s legs and arms sopear
to drop off, and Iife and sepsation concentrate
themselves, to one's thinking, in the back of the
head, which feels full to bursting. Graduoally
strength leaves the smokeT; the pipe slips from
the nerveless fingers; will altogether fails and
the body seems to rise and float away in space.

mind-—she means,_‘vhen she was safely escaped’
with Pﬂyﬂﬁl in & ear, to inhale ch orm,
P

‘verses after that first one, and with a sort coutrision might be hers until the

ey ohe s 5o 0 oU s bad warried him to0 her and

- De Bm eoming nuiu f?’)m .I;'owh-r. 3 E

pear vislnity, restiess Miss Penelope Pro-fl yietia bhaing figarative: for John's new aneer

ber lesther voiame, wounded ber sorely, and his mention of rouge
and Sum Swsith's opinion of her worked mightly
in her mind, and made her fear that she ought
to rew from Perey rather than with him, which
must be preposterous. So in her pocket as she
went down to John's office was a bottle of

HINTS AND HELPS.

Some Points to Study Up—1. What was the
feast of unleavened bread and how celebratad! 2
What and when the Passover! 3. How did they
l‘;sko ready :lh? Pa;n:u! !taﬂg was the t'h‘-
L - ¢ arraoged for the feast bat was the
With Hope still young and Love suprems, betrayal referred to! 6. What was the dish
And moments perfest as they seem. into ‘I::ti:hthth" diwod'i 7. :‘hm was it writ-
A1l care, all pain has taken fli ten about the betrayal!l 8 How was the bread
The ,Mo“p:i.,k.d with mﬁ:;. of light, bis body and the wice his blood! 9. What was
And wheeling upward with delight tbe new testament!

The larks expand their yellow &mh, Poiots for Class Talks—1 ‘“The disciples
And drowning in their mellow notes came to Jesus” for His ideas and orders. 2,
The robin’s soul to heaven floata.
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'ap for sleepless nignts,
although when he ]
hi= affection for her she

feel how my heart

he, “but how

: ym mistress.”
y 1 never deceived

ty too ardently,
6 & panper.”
k: John—"

your moneyi™

1 bettsar be care-
and tly
. 88 had John for
1 that followed was
flaseo.
he left her the day
first time, the poor
pere had been some-
in the very begin-
ight of any inecon-
- days, when she

d lived loviogly to-
A man Iu:eom.
these qualities

and fortieth year
atly, so guardedly
her feeling, and
it. This man

r something of the
of the florid al-

s Lhe insugurator
nts atsacking her

jhe loved him more
ag n it all the
great appreciation.
she awoke from

he was drifting

1 no power to hold
yor & word of in-
that now. Thean,
Jpretext, he asked to
iven her, and 1n
confessed that it
ber mmllow, where
| 8 She knew
& comprehensive
if she said only

prd of further eon-
her mever to return.
d bherself for having
heaven and herself
hiat senseleas little
of further conlession
he left her that day
n for all time, for
1ld never understand.
she belisved a little
mh. No (:::d k;aw
t he en im-
and John were invited
she left her room in

most ul bonuoet.”
oba, 'how awfully pale
her, ‘her pinched fase
uroed tood <her then. She
d & hard time of it for a listle while. John
' go to the wedding, her
- b “N’I’x“'ot B;tl.l she
against possibility or—
absence, according to the reasoning,
e the man who knew
So she went up
with a lovely

eyes sparklin
water dropped into them. 8h=
her hibitaal timidity and m:lr;m
Very gay, especially
o8 l;dmful th:dm‘ﬂm
for ons with un proca eo-
ridicule she tried
of the sort Ly
g to every one
koew what only she and
holding the old, firm love
olten and often thereaflter
it, growing restless yet not
because more years had de-
into a species of ex-

short explanation serve to show how
. to-be-forgotten time swayed

hor na it did after Percy De la Roghe
Bad lof be : marriage!

. J ' she made a hearty off ehops

o “eve Peaslope at five and

that same sopper-table, was nos

o't know why you and that fellow are so
‘ blarted out suddenly. *“I
bave told you a hondred
. rascal, and you had bettar be
don't becomse a party to one of his

»

: '?: , he bad told ber a hundred times too
e _
My nvams, I

" should » pe, is fully '
W nm about your name! Of
‘souree, are old ecough to bave estavlished
1t upon as firm & basis as the pyramids of Egypt.

Am P loose in speaki
one! ﬂqnluu you. Ao
. on with him—

u two to-day, mut-
1 208 marrying his
a littie, Pen.”
iy thoust, for ba reeol-
Im;"evhu she had
for fohn to be angry;
' ] disa; red
r' withis the last
a ; lc!l::;;hm
suspec wre
hm::.t:ntau{
Hren Ve gone
D terrible mess of
alter all., And unot
.‘daiu to accuse
t they woula
. whic_h he held in
she missing. This
usnal bhad disap-
ad Jobn bad wold
to be in the village
intanee sake. Now,
¢ la Roche was cot
she said that
&t of her money, for
titious article which
agded upon without
been too afraid of
“mind of the
lly eame to
unless he had o
waited remittances
bwing laad of No-
ber sense of hon-

nld eost Jobhn so

S great many
s incoght was
id they used tosay

o than ever to

yuspess less
of her pilfer.
about her. For
John's crossness

® on the sofa,
the pext reom,
? to the

Pml!lllw

shioreform ready for the journey later on in the
night.

Iu one hand she earried a bag of gun-powder,
which had been left over from Joha's autumnal
week's shooting; in the other hand was a box of
watches, She meaat to blow open the safe, as
dhe bad heard of burglars doing, for she never
Enew where John kept the keys of the safe.

“I think I'll pnt my fingersin my ears and
rlose my cyes while it goes off,” said she. Pene-
lope also bhaving original ideas of the action of
explosives,

She Lappened to think there might be some
noee,

“11l smother it,” she said, and went for a robe
of flannel and wound it abous the safe. She
wase past all wavering now.

Just as ehe gtruck the first match she heard
John's step and put out the light. He ecaueht
har. She had ope of her spells. When she bad
recovered he said sorrowfaully: *“Idon't blame
you, Pen; you're only a tool in the man's hands.
Tell me—did ho escape by the window!”

“Whm!

“l1 know that you were with him when he at-
tempted to blow open that safe, which would
bave blown the roof off as well. You were with
bim, or else how did that flannel robe come
bere! I counld swear that he has been loitering
about the house for hours. Where is hel”

Had Percy caused her downfall! And he was
loitering around to see her safely away, for
Penelope had arranged to go alone and meet
kim in the cars, thus keeping him apart from
ber as loog as porsible. And he was accused ot
attempting to force the safe! Poor Perey! “Go
to your room'” commanded John, ‘I see you do
potintend to snswer me. 1 shall lock vou in
that room if it is necessary. I sball take eare that
you do not wander around the house anyhow. |
have a warrant for the arrest of this man.
There! If sball be served on him early in the
morning. If you've sny modesty at all you will
keep in your apartment and not make a spee-
tacle of yourse!f pefors Sam Sniith if he should
happen to drop in.”

Hurrying up to her room, Peaelope set about
tearing up her bLed clothes, Then, lost in
thought, she sat down. Up she rose and threw
some things in a bag, placing the immortal al-
bum in the side pocke: of the bag, she conid not
be separated from that book which had once
rested under her pillow. Then she wept.

“John is beside himsell, dear, kind brother.”
The thought came 10 her that it was miserable
to leave in anger the only soul who had loved
her for years—John. She wonld, she would!
She wonld go to Johin's bedside and kiss him as
ne slept. Dut he must not know it, he must not
wake to hinder ber from going to Percy. She
wetted herbandkerchief with chioroform; he must
inhale that lest he should wake and interpose.
She believes to this day that she grew crazier
evory minute of that night.  She crept through
the dark house to Johu's room, guided to his
bedside by his even Dbreathing. Her bandker-
chief ready for action, she siretched oat her
band tv find the pillow, when her fingers struek
against a foreign cold body, and somebody else
was bending over her brother. Penelops was
very bold theo; she let the satnrated handker-
chief fall on John's face, for he must not be en-
dangered in combat with anintroder, and she
pinnged forward and ar;qml the foreiga ecold
body—s pistol in tie hand of a body not quite
so torsign.

“Perey,” she gasped, “would you commita
murderous erime to gain possession of mel
Mereiful powers!”

He had the ehloroformed handkerchief to his
eyes wheo she led him repeuteat from the room.
Sho hurried bim away—yes, she must go with
him if only to prevent a nameleass horror; she
muss @ven go without the thousand dollars she
nad promised, and must depend upon Parey's
remittanees coming in time. She sped from the
room and threw from the window the line she
had made of the Lesgt elothes, for she dared not
pass John's room again, and she would do this
exiravagant thing in order to merit a blame
whicheabe knew she deserved, and which her
Lrother jealouciy guarded her from. She was
wild indeed

- - - - - - -

When the late night train lefs the station, one
of its very few passengers was a nervous, shak-
ing old woman who, when the cars were fairly
in motion, made & movement as though she
would pet out; but on locking from the window,
and, secing John Budd and Sam Smith running
along the platform, she sank back groaning.

1o was in my room, hes ehloroformed me.”
Jobn was yeliing. Thus was Perey De la Roche
wrongially accused onee more.

At the pext station the old woman flew to the
ear ddbr as though she would get off here at any
rate; John Budd and Sam Smith were on the
platform. Again sbe sank back. The old
woman gianeed about her.

“Thank the powers there isno one but me in
this ear.”

Her thanks were searcely expressed when the
door opensd cautiously and Perey de la Roche
instonunted himsslf into the aisle, & bundle in
his arms—his elopement bundle. He erouched
upon a seat like a hunted man, not noticing the
old woman at the other end of the ear.

That old woman waas hysterieal, she fumbled
at har dress-pocket, her fingsr-nails rattled upon
» bottle there. She hobbled through the lane
formed by empty seats. |

“Whe are you!” panted Perey Da In Roche; “1
thought [ was alons. [ have beea hidiag under
the ear; | am bruised and shaken. Did you see
two men—two determined looking meu on the
pistform just before westartad? Those meu are
on this train—I am hiding from them. When
that fallow's sister—Ah!"

“She is going to run away with me this very
night, a thousand dollars with her. I'll meet her
yeot, if not on this train, then somewhers else;
old Penny isbound to turn up. I have hee
haudkerchief and a bottie of chloroform, a little
anmesthetic will do her good and I must have
that thousand dollars. She put the idea of chlo-
roform into my head. I'll meet her, though she
will pot let me escape bher; aud thea comee in
the chloroform and then the thousand. I'm giad
yvou're deaf, aanty, for | must talk some of this
excitement off, and it's better for ail hands that
i;on shouldu't hear. Ab, if | bad my hand on

enny's thousand and—Look here, aunty, you
must hide mwe from those men till 1 can make my

‘escape; you most sit on me and cover me with

your shawl and pretend to be asleep whean the
conductor comes along.”

The old woman felt feebly at her pocket.

**Hold on!” bs eried, svaiching the bag out of
her hand. i have s betteridea [ want your
seissors.” He tore the bag open and found the
scissors, while the old woman seoming to bave
lost the powear of spesch, tried to muster sof-
ficient strength to put out her hand, ’

“A lttle ‘lily-white” too!” he said He found
that also.

Surely the old womasn was trying to drag her
voies out with her hands that tightly encireled
her throat, as he threw the bag aside withoat
baring meddled with 1ts side-pockes.

“Yon--vou are going to marry that lady you
spoke of ™

“Halloa! you have a voice—yoa've heard me,
too! Marry her! Marry my grandmother: [
might as weil marry you. | want the thousand,
old idioey. Here, look sharp! I want you to eut
off all mv bair, my whiskers, moustache and all.
1 '0o8e men must not find me, snd old Penny—-"

She was apvareatly sn old woman who inck
pecpie at their word, for so forcible wan the zrad

at
e e, e,

on the long swaying cord of bed-clothes that
dangled to the ground. She heard a knocking
inside the house.

“Merciful heavens! Johu hss reached home
before me. He is pounding on my room door.”

And then she was on the rope, going up hand
over hand, in her terror not realizing that she
was doing what she tad not dovesinceshe was a
tom-boy playing with her only playmate, her
brother. She was in at the window, had pulled
up the rope and thrown it under the bed, bad
soatched off Grandms Dreadnsught's bonnet
aod cap, threw the bag with the album in its
pocket to keep company with the rope.

*"What is it, John!”

‘‘You sleep like a rock, Pen. Open the door;
I have somethiog to say to you.”

**Wait till 1 slip on a wrapper.”

“You needn't mina me.”

She opened the door a crack.

“Lave 1 carried the odor of chloroform with
me, Pent”

But no; Penelope had smashed the bottle in
ber pocket as she came up the rope.”

“Don’t pe so sleepily stupid, Pen. That
scoundrsl bas escaped us. A regular villain; he
has broken into the bank to-night—he bas
forged Sam Smith's signature. We have been
taken in, and you have been very nearly impli-
cated with him because of your iotimacy—
though, I suppose, I was a greater fool than
you, and worried over my own losses; for,
doubtiess, your tamiliarity with the man was
only one of your soft kindnesses for & lonesome
looking fellow, and one who had seen sorrow.
We must hush matters up asmueh as we can,
and now thas that wreteh is gone——"

She flung the door wide open.

“Oh, John, John! I've been such a dunee,” and
she cried as though her heart wounld break.
“Such a dunce!”

“So have 1 been,” said a strange voice, “in let-
ting him slip tbrouqh my filogers.”

**Merciful powers! Who 1s that?” she shrieked.

“gnly S.::a %ui&' said simple John. Suntih,

“You needn’t mind me,” explained Sam Smi
‘“‘such an old friendas I am.”

Needo't mind bim! Penelope had a spell.

When, two weeks or 8o after this Miss Penel-
ope brought her album to my aunt's house in
order to burn 1t there, not wanting any one at
home to see her do it, she was very quiet and
shrinking, though my aunt in those two weeks
of nursing Miss Penelope had learned a little of
what ig told here. Afier the book had been re-
duced to a little pile of gray ashes in the fire-
place, Miss Penelope regarding the feathery
mass suddenly cleared her throat.

“Eliza,” she said, ‘‘after Mr. Smith saw me
fn that queer trim outside my chamber-door
that night I—I—well when he asked me to-day
I really could not help saying, yes, I wounld
marry him."

“Penelope Budd!”

““Yes,” went on Miss Penslope, musingly. *‘He
had mueh sorrow in his life, sand his wife died
years ugo. He owns that he always liked me,
and so—"

“Penelops Budd,” eried my annt thoroughly
aroused, “I think, without exeéption, yomu are
the most shameless woman I haye ever comes
acerosa,”

Mise Peunelope’s head drooped lower and lower,
and the gray ashes of the album were stirred by
her foot.

‘““Yes, dear, I know,” gshe said. *“‘But thea I
never told you quite all my story; I never told
you the name of the man who was so much to
me in my younog life and the loss of whom
altered and made extravagant much of my later
years., He was—he is—Sam Smith!"”

i~ —

HOW TO BOOM A CITY.

e i ———

Fay Some Attenticn to the Moral and Re-
ligious Fixtures of the Place.

Rev. Dr. Munhall to Business Men of St. Paunl, Re-
ported in the Globe,

Hestarted out with the assertion that Chris-
tianity lay atthe foundation of all commercial
and indnstrial prosperity as it was the fountain
spring of social parity. This was demonstrated
in the high attainments of our modern civiliza-
tion. St Paanl is to-day among the most pros-
perous citias of the continent, bos take away its
churches and its schools and it would im-
mediately become a place of desolation only fit
for the habitation of bats and vampires. “Your
railroads, and your jobbing houses, and your
manufactories,” Dr. Munhall said, **all minister
to yoar prosperity and are noble monuments of
your enterprise, yet take Christ out of your
commuagity and your population would melt
away.”

In this age of industrial progress and social
refinement people will not live where they can
pot have an air of Christian influence within
whieh to rear their famil A man may be
debased in his own instinets and practices; still
he longs for pure surroundings for his family.
At Ocean Grove, the most popular summer re-
sort on the Jersey coast, not a drop of liquor is
allowed to be sold within three miles of the
place; there isno card-playing, no horse-racing,
pno prize-fighting and the most Puritanical re.
strictions, yet he knew of fifty saloon-keepers
of Philadelphia who owned eottages at Ocean
(Girove and sent their families there every sum-
mer beeause they wanted them to be under the
healthy moral influence of this quaint Puritan
resort.

“You business mer,” Dr. Munball said, *as s
rule, do not give enough attention to the eare of
your children. You leave that to your wife to
look over while you are absorbed in your busi-
ness pursuits, forgetful of the fact that poor
tired mother bas more than her hands fall al-
ready. 1 see agreat many bovs on the street
here at night. They are not allof the riff-rafl.
Many of them are well dressod and are the sons
of business men. They arelearning more devil-
ment in one night on the sireeta here in St
Paul thao the Sunday-echools can take out of
them io & whole year. [ will take the liberty
to poirt out to you business man how you are
makiog a mistake in booming your eity. Yo
sre good boomers and have good resulws. Sti
you can improve your methods a little. For il-
lustration, you depend on the East as the
pource from whence you draw your
populstion. The most the Eastern peonle know
of your great Northwest is what they read in
their newspapers. And what is that! They
read items of prize fights, Sunday base-ball
games and scandals. That is what the press
agents are instructed to sead out, and nothing
more. They hearnothing of your churches sn
yourcolleges and your great jobbing bonses,
vour rmiiroads and yoor manufactories. Patey
Cardifl, the prize-lighter, is about the only
Northwestern man our Eastern people ever hear
of. Caating aside all sentimentality and looking
at this matter in the light you business men are
supposed to see things in—on the live of dollars
sod cents—I submit to yon the question, is this
s good boom methed! Doa’t you tbhisk you
could bring some {pfluence to bear on the East-
ern press to give You more judicious advertis-
ing! Itis my mission to preach afree salvation,
and [ do, yet even by the basiness standard of
measuriag everything by dollars and cents, vou
must be convinced shat Curistianity is » good
iovestmens:.”

e

Milwaukee Spring Poetry.
Awake snd eall me early, mother,
Call ma eariy, mother dear;
For I'm going 10 shovel snow, mother,
Aund get the sidewalk clear.
; - W isconsin.

Where leans the elm the mock-birds eall,
And from the shadowy branches tall
The oriole swings,—a golden ball,

gr drcgu with daszling splendor down

eep, deep into the fragrant gloom
Of snow-flakes blown to apple bloom.

And o'er the peach-hid garden wall

In through the great wind-haunted hall
The blossoms in & pink snow fall,
Waltz to the musie of the trees,

Swept by the almoud-scented breeze
Through long melodious symphonies.

Oh, may my last days be like thess,
And let me live, as one who sees
God's Jove through all life's mysteries,
Till from the far-off dreamy west

The dim eloud islands 6f the blest
Waft hitherward their perfect rest.

—Edwin 8. Hopkins.
—c—

Written for the Sunday Journal.
The Hill Pasture,

In silky balls beside the stream
The pussy willows stand,

Where thick the yellow cowslips gleam
Upon the reedy land.

And up the hillside, and steep,
The lacing Mgvmm

In fleecy glimpses show the sheed
Like blossoms as they browse.

The redbud trees are wrapped in rose,
The elder throbs and wll.

And launched by every that blows
The eln seeds spread tbeir sails.

They flost like shining spangles bright,
Adown the luunylifr,

And cargoes sweet of sheer delight
Unto my heart they bear.

In hnp?y dreams 1 wateh the flocks,
While like & lavish king,
With golden key the day unlocks
The treasures of the spring.
—Evaleen Btein.
= i

Written for the Sunday Journal.
Sonnet,

Sweet herald of Phingari's silver reign,

Red rays of light. glow in the leaden sky;

E'en now, eme o'er the hills, on high,
Amid the elouds she mounts, and o'er the plain,
A mellow lustre throws;eeach spire and vane

In wondrous glory gleam: the rivers vie,

And far away, unto the searching eye,

Doth glitter fair, the co r's red pane.

Oh, regent of the .ight, bow fair to me,

2 7The soul forgete ite weary pais, snd Eree
orgets its weary ' ree,
Unmindful of the intervening haze,

Doth view again, hill, valley, river, lea,

And slumb'ring forest, erowning childhood ways.
—Alonzo L. Rice.

DaxviLie, Ind.
————

Plant a Tree.

He who plsats a tree
Rootlats up throveh ftees blind}
ata u n
Leaves unfold into horizons froo., s
So man's life must elimb
From the clods of time
Unto heavens sublime.
Canst thou propbesy, thou littls tree,
What the g‘.pory of thy boughs shall be!

He who plants a tree
Flanta a joy;
Plaots a comfort that will never cloy;
Every dggs fresh reality.
autiful and strong,
To whose shelter throng
10 hon sealint Ut b, 1B wnh-‘m" tree,
ou o0 st but know, thou
Of the bliss that shall inhabit thee!

He who plants a tree
He plants peace.
Under its green curtain jargons cease,
Leaf and zepher murmur soothingly;
?hudm r:;tt. 'Iiitlh sleep
Jown ti eyelids creep,
Balm of slumber deep.
Never hast thou dreamed, thou blessed tree,
Of the benediction thou shalt be.

He who plants a tres
He plants youth;
Vigor won for centuries, in sooth;
l.n.?: of time, that hints eternity!
Boughs their strength uprear,
New shoots, every year,
On old growths appear.
Thon shalt teach the ages, sturdy tree,
Youth of soul is immortality.

He who plants a tree
He plants love:
Tents of coolness spreading out above
Wayfarers, he may not live to see.
Giifts that grow are best;
Hands that biesa are l-lu\i
Plant. Life does the rest!
Heaven and earth belp him who plants a tree,
And his work its own reward shall be,

—Lucy kLartomy in Youth's Companion,
———
The Death of Grant

Mel W. Fuller, appointed Chief justice, read at
tl sa%r}mt Memorial meeting in Chicago, Aug. 10,

Let drum to {rumpet speak—
The trumpet to the sannoneer without,
The cannon to the beavens from each redoubt,
Each lowly valley and each lofty pesk,
As to his rest the great com goes
lnto the pleasant land of earned repose.

The great commander, when
1s heard no more the sound of war's alarms,
The bugle's stirring note, the ¢l of arms,
Depreciation’s tongue would whisper then—
Only good fortune gave to him success.
When was there greatness fortune did not bless!

Not in his batties won,
Toough loug she weil-fought fields way keep thelr
name,
But in the wide warld's sense of duty
The gallant soldier finds the meed of fame;
His life no struggle for ambition's prize,
Simply the duty done that next him liss,

y And as withmhim ?f old, S

mmortal captain of trium t Rome

Whose eagles made the rounded globe duir home,
How the grand soul of true hercie mold

Despised resentment and such meaner things,

That peaos might gather all beneath her wings.

No lamentations here;
The weary hero laye him down to rest,
As tired infant at the mother's breast,
Without a care, withouta t bt of fear,
Waking to greet upon the other shore
The gloricus host of comrades gone before,

Earth to its kindred earth;
The spirit to the fellowship of souls'
As slowly Time the mighty seroll unrolls

Of waiting ages yet to bave their birth,
Fame, faithfal to the faithful, writes on high
His name as one that was not born 1o die.

e e e ———
My Pitlabls Trassformation,

I who was young o long,
Young, and alert and gay,
Now that my hair is gray

Begin to change my song.

Now [ knqw ri from wrong.
1 F;l' | kncw‘::y “l:u.. pray,
who Was young so
Young. ziudm.

repare?” Our part

of every great work. 3. “One of you shall be-

tray me;” one of each little company. 4. “Woe

unto that man.” 56 “Take, eas;”" invitation to

many. 5. Blood of the covenant; how sacrod

and bindiog. 7. “For the remission of sins.”
SPRCIAL APPLICATION.

The Meaning of the Lord's Supper—1 Itis
the symbol of a great deliverance from the bond-
age of sin. 2 It magnifies the work done for us;
“saved by the blood” 3. Christ breaks the
bread to each one. 4. He writes his promises in
his own blood, and will surely keeo them. 5. It
is the feast of trne brotherhood, of the new fam=
ily. 6. We are benefited ouly as our faith sees
the Cbrist behind the forms. 7. He points the
wayV to a final feast of wictory.

The Sacrament—We have come to eall it “.he
sacrament.” This refers to the keeping of the
feast. The Roman solaler tock at certain times
his oath of allegiance to the emperor, and this
was bis sacramentum. The early Chri tians
used this word for each time they partook of the
Iéor(!i'st Supper—they renewed their allegiance to

bris

—_—— e—————
Religlons Notes.

Chureh at Work: When was tbe Psalmist
'way down in the mouth?! When he sang, “‘I
am like a Pelican.” *

It is one of the greatest mercies in the world
for God to give a man a heart to do good with
what he hath given bim.

Hioton: A holy life has a voice. It
when the tongue is silent, and is either a con-
stant attraection or a continual reproct.

Carlyle: 1hbave always found that the honest

truth of our own mind has a certain attrastion
for every other mind that loves truth honestly.

Sins Jdo not thrive singly, but go in troops, one
being always found in eclose company with the
others, and selfishness iz usually the king of the
tribe.

The bome mission secretaries of the Presby-
terian Chaurch report receipts for the year of
$7584,000, whieh is $130,000 more than any previ-
ous year.

In 1880 there were not more than 5,000 Jews
in the Holy Land. Now there are more than 30,-
000, of whom a considerable number are wealthy
or well-to-do.

It may be said that the bardest thing in the
world is to do right one's self; and the easiest
thing in the world is to see where others fall
short of doiog just right.

Rev. Dr. W. F. Morgan, for over thirty years
rector of St. Thomas, New York, has been made
rector emeritus by his attached parisaioners,
with a life annunity of $7,500.

Rev. Dr. A. T. Pierson, pastor at Bethany
Presbyterian Church, Philadelphia, and one of
the editors of the Missionary view, has re-
signed his pastorate and will take & mush need-
ed vaeation.

Two million and a balf is said to be the num-
ber of persons who are slaves to Sabbath toil in
Ameriea, and the New York Evaopgelist says
they generally receive no more than six days'
wages for seven days’ work.

The Congregational Sunday-sehool workers of
Boston pro raising a £100,000 memorial fund
in bonor of the Rev. Asa Bullard, the pioneer
Sunday-sehool worker. who has djnn died. The
money will be a permanent fund for the earry-
iog on of Sunday-school missionary work in
this country.

It is said that, at one time, General Gordon
had the idea of utilizsing the Moslem power for
the eclvilization of the millions of enuatorial
Africa, because Mohammedanism estadlished a
sense of responsibility to God and the fear of
God, both of which have always proved ele-
ments of progresa elsewhere.

Oliver Wendell Holmes: Beware of making
your moral staple consist of the negative virtues.
It is good to abatain, and teach others to ab-
stain, from all that is sioful or hurtfal. Bus
making a business of it leads to amaciation of
character unless one feeds largely alsc on the
putritious diet of active sympathetic benevo-
leoee.

A letter written by Robert Moffat to his
parents just before he set sail for South Africa
—he was ther a lad of twenty-two—eontains
these words: ‘‘Oh, that I had a thouesand lives
and a thousand bodies, all of them shou!d be de-
voted to no other employment but to preach
Chri:.tlr these degraded, despised, yet beloved
mor o

George Eliot: Oh, how short life—how near
death—seems to me! But this is not an uncheer-
ful thought. The only great dread is the pro-
traction of life into imbecility or the visitation
of lingeriog pain. Tbat seems to me the insur-
mountable calamity, though there is an ignorant
affectation in many people of underrating what
they eall bodily suffering.

Miss Mary Graybiel, a missionary in Indis,
bhas not only raised wmoney to build achurch,
put was her own architect and master builder
as well. No other workmen beiog available,
she taught the natives how to make bricks, how
to saw trees for flooring and how to quarry
stone. The building, although rude, is well put
together, and serves every purpose.

Dr. A. T. Pierson recently declared that for
eighteen years his ministry was almost barren
of results, and in explanation says: “God said
to me, 'If you will give up the idol of literary
applause, and give yourself to rescuing the per-
ishing, 1 will give you soulse.” I said, ‘T will do it.’
Within eighteen months God gave me more
souls thao in the eighteen years before.”

The Churchman prints in its issue of April 28
a lstter from the Right Rev. Mgr. Leon Bouland,
of New York city, bonorary vate chamber-
lain 1o his Holiness, Leo XI1I. addressed to the
Pope, withdrawing from the Catholic Chureh.
He says he does so because be cannot subseribe
to the teacbings of the syllabus and the doe-
trines proclaimed by the last Vatican eouneil;
and because ha canvot ‘“‘admit the pretensions
of ultramontanism, claiming as he does, abso-
lute autbority, mot only in matters religious,
but also in mattere scientifie, pbilosophical,
social and politieal.”

Cumberiand Presbyterian: Hapoiness must
be planted ip the heart and life, It never grows
up outside. We seek it in vain in external
things. If you are not bappy in your own little
town, or in your eountry homs, you would not
be happy in the city, or in & palace. If you are
pot bappy as a pour man, Vanderbiit's money
would not cure your pain or diseomtent. Out-
gide things oo doubt have some influence, but
po outward good ean cure the heart-sickness of
death, or satisfy the immortal longings within.
And no calamity or affliction can destroy the
peace of a soul stayed on God.

How bappy is he, born or taught,
That serveth not another's wi
Whose armor is his bonest thought;
And simple truth his utmost skiil!
—8ir Henry Wotton,

Teach me to fesl another’s woe,
To hide the fault [ see;

That merey I to others show,
That merey show to me.

e

New Weapon in Naval Warfare.
Hew York World. :
Whea the United States man-of-war Eoter-

—Pope.
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Tangier

A heavy, dreamless sleep usually sueceeds
such an indulgence in the drug, and, as a rale,
the novice awakes none the worse for the even-
ing's experiment. A little lemon juice removes
any seueation of nausea or light beadache thas
may ensue,

Old and experienced , hemp-eaters go very
methodieally to work ’i‘hoy say that to relish
hemp one must first abstain from all stimulat-
ing food and drink for a brief period; for only
after a short fast can one taste to the full the
delights of hashish ana render one’s system
fully susceptible to its influence. So, for sev-
eral days previous to the ‘‘orgie,” the experi-
eneed bemp-eater eats no meat, drinks neither
wine nor spirit, lives mainly upon vegetabls
food, light pastry and ripe fruits, aod smokes
littlee On the dsy of the debauch he
nees very early and fasts till the afternoon,
when the friepnds who are to join him arrive,
They prepare for diouer by takiog astroogly-
charged pipe and inhaling the thisk, white
smoke. A light meal is then served, in which
plenty of sweet pastry figures, and each of the
company retires to his cushion prepared for the
eveniogs indulgence. Musicians are stationed
at the end of the apartment, dancing girls are
introduced, or if the host is & very wealthy man
be orders his own slaves in. Hemp boluses are
passed araund, aod the pives well charged with
the drug. For this purpose tobacco is first laid
in the bowl, upon this asmall charge of pure
hashish extract is plased, and the whole is fired
by means of a glowing ember of charcoal and
saltpetre which has been mingled with boney
and dried. Strong and well-aweetened cofles is
handed round, and while the dascing and musie
go on the smoker begics.

Lounging back they suck the smoke into the
longs and air passages, sending it forth again
through the widely distended nostrils; and, gaz-
ing upon the forms and faces posturiog ancd re-
voiviog before them, the basbashio swims off in
& sea of blissful content that verges 30:\ ec
stacy. Assoon as the pipe is exhausted strong
coffee without sugar is taken, and this rouses
the dreamers from their vision of delight But
a bolus of hemp cake and another pipe well
charged stimulates afresh the excited imagina-
tion, and sends them off again into their dream-
lands. The singers chant their love songs. and
the almebs sway in their passionate dances.
This goes on for hours, fresh pipes and eoffee be-
ing passed round at intervals, the smokers wak-
ing from one dream only to go off intoanether.
Sueh an orgie, indeed, 18 sometimes protracted
for twoor three days Then lassitude and ex.
haustion ensue, and the hasbashin experiences
a sort of revulsion against the drug, which lasts
for some weeks, when the longing for it returns.
In many parts—among the Baktaches, for ex-
ample—there are regular gatherings for hemp-
smoking, just as the Nsairie of Syria meet on
certsin days todrink hemp tea. The poor find
opportunity for indulging in the drue in the so-
called meshash or hemp-houses. These are for-
bidden in most Moslem countries. But, though
the law may probibit, it cannot suppress these
places

——g—
A Vain Trust.

We started one morn, my love and I,
On a journey brave and bold;

"T'was to find the end of the rainbow,
Aud the buried of gold.

But the clouds rolied by from the summer sky,
And the radiant bow grew dim,

And we Jost the way where the treasure lay,
Near the sunset's golden rim.

The twilight fell like a eurtain
Pinned with the evening star,
And we saw in the shining heavens
The new moon’s golden car.
And we said, as our hands olasped fondly,
*What, though we found no gold,
Qur love is a richer treasure
Than the rainbow's sack ecan hold.”

And years with their joys and sorrows
Have sinee wo lost the way
To the beautiful buried treasure
At the end of the rainbow's way;
But love has been true and tender,
And life has been rich and sweet,
And we still clasp hands with the olden joy
That made our day complete.
~Mrs. D. M. Jordan, ia May Century.
— — iy
General Sheridan’s Daughter.
Washington Letter,

We have maony bright children bere in Wash-
ington and their repartees form some of thejbest
stories of society. 1 bheard ome on one of Phil
Sheridan's girls the other day. A crowd of
children were together playing, and among them
was the daughter «f a respectable gentieman
named Harvey, who is not, however, very good
looking. We will eall her Mamie Harvey., Lit.
tie Miss Sheridan said, so the story goes, to Miss
Harvey: Do you know, Mamie, that | think
that when the goddess of beauty passed throuegh
this world she didn't touch your father, did
she?

“Well, may be she didn't,” replied the little
Miss Harvey. “But do you know what my
father says about your father?”

“No,” repliad the little Miss Sheridan, while
the crowd gathered around and listened. -

*Whny. he says that your father is an Irish-
man, but that be did some good for his country
during the war, and on that aceount I may
euc:m out and play with you a little now and

m.?

Ot course the sther girls langhed. Some one
heard the story and it is going the rounds.

———
Sympathizing with the Judge.

Ban Francisco Chroanicle

You never hear of a hod-carrier going to a
millionaire and eomplaining that be is tired be-
cause he has been carrying bricks all day. He
would get no aympathy if be did. Bot ses how
differently a man in & homble position treats a
man of position when he complains,. Oune of
our best and most bhard-working judges went up
to the bar of the club the other da* 1o geta
drink. He felt affable, ““Give me a long drink,
John, 1 am very tired. I bave so many things
to earry in my bead in court that it tires me
out” “I ean sympsthize with you, Judge*
said the kindly barkeeper. “I kuow how it is
myself, earrying in my hoad all the drinks the
boys order.”

. —
A Georgia Tomashawk ,

A curious and historic Indian tomahawk has
been unearthed ou the bauks of Richl and ereck,
in Gireene connty, Georgl Itsa historis ioter-
est coneists in the fact t it has been identi-
fied by old settiers as the ax wielded by Cuss-
tuggee, one of the most dreaded Indian braves
who resisted the advance of the pale-face into
that part of the country. In size the toma
hawk is as large as an ordinary ax, and i# much
thicker and heavier, yet Cusstuggee is =aid to
bave wieided it as though it were & mere tuy.
It has still & keen edze. It is of block quariz
roek, and is cot smicoth in every respect. The
Ax weighs tiree pounds, aod was found sunk
deep in the earth, where it had lain probably for
fifty years.

e el
Passlonate Love.
Eomerville Journal.
She—Dao you love me, darling?
He—What in blazes do you waot to inter-
rupt me for when | am just adding up & colemn

of Of course [ love you!
over agaio.

«is the beight of style.

ound it
Lall! Now I've got to add that whoie sclumn up

Physicisn (to patieot)—Your pulse is quite
nom’af Miss Sp?:.m. will yo? kwndly &bw
me to look at ¥ tongue!

her tongue ™

Miss S (showing
tainly, Doct'r, um globble, was out ¢ fHuseral
lestidy an’ glot—my—fleet wet ao'—"

Phystcian—My dear Miss ‘Sﬂiuhr. if you will
let your toogue remain guist for a moment I
can batter diagnose your ease.

Pald for His Breakfast
New York Sun.

Woman (to tmg}—Now that you have been
given a good breakfast, can’t you do somethiog
to pay for it! ®

ramp—Madam, you shouldn't say * have
been given » good breakfast.” You dida's give
me to any breakfast. ¥ou gave the breakfass
to ma. That is a bit of rhetorical tnformation
that is cheap at a week's board.

| ———
Earvsiog an Henest Living.

Nebraska Btate Jonrnal.

“What are you doing for aliving sow-a-days?”

“Writiog humorous for the magazines.

“Humorous poeiry! I dida's suppose you couid
write aavthing funny.”

*“O. oy stufl is funoy enough for the maga-
zines.

““Where do you get your inspiration?V”

“My room overlooks a grave-yard.”;

- ——
Bothered by Domestie Affalrs.
New York SBun.

Robinson (to Brown, who is keaping thres of
Deimonico's waiters busy | —I1'm surprised to see
you here, Brown.

Brown (with & weary air)—Yes, sit down asd
have something. My folks are moving to-gay,
and instead of going home to dioner, [ thoug
I would stop here and take in “‘Erminie” to-

night. This moviog business, Robinson, is
tough on a man.

e —

She Kuew Him.
Judge.

“Have you a styiisk young girl you could ree.
ommend mel” ul?a gentleman in sa employs
ment bureaa.

“Excuse me, sir.” said the affable m -
“but do ycu live iu the sorner house!”

*Yes; but why do you askl” - /

““Becanse your wife was here only s moment
ago to see if wahad & Ww-hesdsd girl with

wart on her nose.”
- ——

One of the Cook-Book Women,
Bomarville Journal.

“Madam,” said the tramp impresgively, “T
am starving. For days no:um of food haa
%nod my lir I am dylog with hoager.

/i1l you not help me with a fow cold wictuals!™

“Poor fellow!” said the young housewifs sym-
pathetically. ‘1 am so sorry for you. I haven's|
a single thing to eat in the bouss, but I'll il
yon what you car do. You ean come in and sis
down in the kitchen and read Mrs, Parloa's:
cook-book.

———

Histronic Realities,
Puck.

Utility Lady (burryiog in breathless, five
minutes after the call for the distribution of
Enrlu fo; the new spectacular produetion )— What

o 1l get

S Manager [promptly)—You get 50 conts
fine ior bein’ late, and you'rs the Empress of
India in the prologue and Queen of Night in the
last act; and you don't want to show up in them
dizzy old blue satin shoes again, for you've gol
to sit on & gold throne ten feet bigh snd pus
your foot om the peck of the King of Persia in
the last aot. Now you come here to-morrow ab
10, letter perfect, or you'll be back in the second
row, carryin’ a tin sword, first thing you koowl

-~

FASHION'S FANCIES.

All the parasols are Jarge snd ¢
the arches very high between the ribs.

Pure white hair of the best quality 1 so rare
as to be worth more than its weighs 10 gold.

As to slesves, high anuthorities differ, some de-
elaring the plaic sleeve passe &?d others that i

Silk-lived black lace polonaises for wasr over
gay silks are among the most gerviceable of con-
templated summer garments.

New York Mail and Express: Canes are ear-
ried by women of fashion more and more, and
at a reception lately the hostess received lean-
ing on one like Lady Teazle, in ““The Behool for
Scandal.”

Bodices are built rather than made. First the
loing of silk or fine jean is accurately ftted,
and then the outside put on preity much ao-
cording to convenience, taste, whim or imitative
faculty.

MThe directoire coat, which is simply & smooth-
firted princesse I::lonm perfectly u

rolled in wide revers and open
from throat to bhem, is very good atyle
woolen gowns.

Colored out-of door jackets and pelorines are
certainly superseding biack. Amoung the styles
are loose fronted jackets, with walsteoats and
without; others tight fitting, with triple waist.
co.hta an.ddﬂlm revers, oy otherwise bandsome-
iy braided.

Many lace empire-gowns are made of flowered

the way
spring

| ehantilly net, either biack or white, with a walst

of full surplice folds over good black sarah ased
straight plain skirt, with a hem and many toe
amid whieb appear rows, and bows, aod tags
watered ribbon. ’

Fichus of all sorts will play their part in sum-
ter tollets, notably the Marie Antoniette. which
will be made of erepe, gausze, pet, silk, lace or
musliv. ia black or white or colors, snd worg
either loosely knotted in front or with the ends
crossed and fastened at the back usder a wide
drooping sasb.

The pretty summer silks in sorah aed loulsine,
in pl.urod. siriped, checked sud foral pattercs,
ars still highly popalar with who study
economy in dress, a they do not laundry
bills. They are, besides, wary lighf cocol and
durable, aud sre a really better choles than the
more perisbable novelties 17 summer fabrics
that now crowd the shopa  When simply made,
these fabrics are appropriate for -!i!m
oceasion. o2

A featurs of summer jackets is the imtrodune-
tion of a narrow pleating of silk the shade of
the cloth, which sces on esither of the loces
fronts, the edges of the silk mesting | /ke aruffie
down the center, and he by & band of rich
passementeria. For 4 WeAr areiiny

lerines and shoulder capes of corded

shaped front and back, aod
with an embroidery of beads or beads and braid
intermized

The directoire, or empire gowsn, a8 worn in
Ioodon, is in two distinet parts, the under with
round straight skirt, rouna, short. with
very low bodice, fully draped in front with soft
diaphanous staff and so niveyes, over which
cornes a long-trained earmen: falllng open in
front, high st the back of the bodice. very log
ic front and falliog away in broad f




